
STOP 



Early Journal Content on JSTOR, Free to Anyone in the World 

This article is one of nearly 500,000 scholarly works digitized and made freely available to everyone in 
the world by JSTOR. 

Known as the Early Journal Content, this set of works include research articles, news, letters, and other 
writings published in more than 200 of the oldest leading academic journals. The works date from the 
mid-seventeenth to the early twentieth centuries. 

We encourage people to read and share the Early Journal Content openly and to tell others that this 
resource exists. People may post this content online or redistribute in any way for non-commercial 
purposes. 

Read more about Early Journal Content at http://about.jstor.org/participate-jstor/individuals/early- 
journal-content . 



JSTOR is a digital library of academic journals, books, and primary source objects. JSTOR helps people 
discover, use, and build upon a wide range of content through a powerful research and teaching 
platform, and preserves this content for future generations. JSTOR is part of ITHAKA, a not-for-profit 
organization that also includes Ithaka S+R and Portico. For more information about JSTOR, please 
contact support@jstor.org. 



Blanche of the Quarter 

BLANCHE OF THE QUARTER 

Yes, she's American — you'd hardly think it 

To see her order absinthe, sip and drink it, 

And rattle off French slang to her last lover — 

Sculptor, collegian or wealthy rover. 

Her countrymen? No, never. Once, they say, 

She sang in church and taught and had a Day 

When maiden aunts dropped in — or, better, clambered up— 

For impecunious Blanche was always perched tip-top. 

She painted hard and won a Salon prize; 

Then — something happened. (Oh, her tell-tale eyes!) 

The man went back, I think. No money, so — what use! 

And she as lovely as a fawn let loose 

In Fontainebleau — and with that infant's face I 

Her age? — it's hard to guess. Oh, yes — a studio-place, 

Terrors behind the screen, a divan and all that. 

Goes out to tea, with the same picture-hat, 

At — blank — Grande Chaumiere, you know the number, 

Where certain rules the gaiety encumber. 

Jests of her griefs so gallantly! Yes, poor, in truth — 

So she's a puzzle — is a Lure to Youth ; 

To men, can't help herself. No niche at home — 

It must be Paris always, or roam and roam. 

Of course she's sick of it — art's not enough. 

We'll say she's lost her bearings . . . who would be rough 

In judging her! ... She is so pretty still! 

(Tiens, ma Blanche 1 Oh, Blanche, the glass will spill 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

Between the two of you!) Like Willy's Vagabonde 

She knows the Langue Verte — yes, "down to the ground." 

Is she selling her soul for a toy of small cost? 
Will she cry all night for the thing she has lost, 

Infantine Blanche? 
Too many cups she has handled and wasted, 
Too many friendships played with and tasted! 
Puritan nomad, hither and thither, 
Child to the end — but in the end whither? 

Tragic Blanche! 

Florence Wilkinson 
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